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Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


BY-LOW BABY 


The horses are traveling to sleepy town; 
By-low! by-low baby! 

Now they go up and now they go down; 
By-low! by-low baby! 


The horses are restless, they cannot keep still; 
By-low! by-low baby! 

. See how they travel away with a will; 
By-low! by-low baby! 


Ah! now our swift steeds have come to a stand; 
By-low! by-low baby! 

We lead them away with a firm gentle hand; 
By-low! by-low baby! 

Their dear little master is nodding his head; 
By-low! by-low baby! 

Then softly we lift him and put him to bed; 
By-low! by-low baby! 
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THE SEED 
“The seed is the Word of God.” 


A wonderful thing is a seed; 

The one thing deathless forever. 
Forever old and forever new, 
Utterly faithful and utterly true— 

Fickle and faithless never. 


Plant lilies, and lilies will bloom; 

Plant roses, and roses will grow; 
Plant hate, and hate to life will spring; 
Plant love, and love to you will bring 


The fruit of the seed you sow.—Selected. 


BABY MARGARET 
‘Where did you come from, baby dear >”’ 


NCE upon a time, in a pretty home where the 
flowers bloomed and the birds sang and the 
bees hummed and the squirrels frisked, lived 
Margaret’s papa and mamma. 

They were not Margaret’s papa and 
mamma then, but they wanted to be. For the birds and 
the butterflies and the flowers and all the happy creatures of 
their pretty home could not fill the big love-room in their 
papa and mamma hearts. 

In love’s own way, they sent out a message to the 
great Giver of all life, to bring them a dear little golden- 
haired, blue-eyed girlie. 

You know God has his own way to bring things about. 
When you want to grow a pretty flower you must first 


No. 3 


2 WEE WISDOM 


choose the seed from which it comes, and then make the 
soil nice and mellow in which you plant it. Of course, you 
will never, never make the mistake of planting some ugly 
weed where you want flowers to grow. For you know, 


“*A little thought is a little seed, 


Be it a flower or be it a weed,” 


and understanding this, wise papa and mamma were very 
careful to choose the most beautiful thought-seeds when they 
asked God for Margaret. Papa said, “‘Little Margaret 
must be beautiful and perfect, and so we will keep our 
minds and bodies pure and clean.” Then mamma remem- 
bered that Mary, the mother of Jesus, had felt the holy 
light of heaven crown her thought of motherhood, and there 
quickened in her own heart a great and wonderful love that 
made her know the child-life she was calling to her was of 
God, and she must build for it a beautiful body-temple out 
of holy, happy thoughts. 

wee Margaret, like the little flower in the seed you 
planted, waited in the garden of mamma’s heart. 

Summer folded up its flowers and went away. Bright, 
joyous autumn came and scattered its nuts and fruit. Then 
the earth grew white with the falling snowflakes. After 
winter, came the greening spring, and with it came to the 
pretty home the pink and white blossom, Margaret. 

So wonderful was her coming that heaven seemed to 
lend all its charm for that glad day. And sure enough the 
eyes that peeped out from the wee face were violet, and 
the soft fringe of the tiny head was tinged with gold. There 
was nothing forgotten. All the beautiful thoughts had 
blossomed in Margaret, and the pretty home and the big 
room in the papa and mamma heart were filled to overflow- 
ing at Margaret’s coming. 


MY TABLE PRAYER 
“For ‘daily bread,’ O Father, 
We give thee thanks and praise; 
Our love, our joy, our strength, we'll use 
For thee, in all our ways.” 
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Miss Winsome Winnie Smile-up 
Is trying her sunshine plan 

To drive the sour and sadness 
From the face of little man. 


Like sunshine draws up water, 
So smiles you'll always find 
Lift up the face with gladness 
And bring happy thoughts to mind. 


YE EDITOR TALKS 


Nora Montgomery has made us the picture of a glad 
little girl and a not-glad boy. 

Which face do you think belongs to our Boosters and 
Wee Wisdoms >? 

Look in the glass and see whether your mouth turns 
up or down. That will tell the story, for when you're glad 
all the lines of your face turn up like little cups ready to be: 
filled with blessings. 

There are a lot of reasons why you should always be 
glad. One is, that gladness itself is a wonderful thing, for 
when you're glad the whole world turns in and is glad with 
you. When you're glad nothing bad ever happens. You 
can’t possibly stub your toe or hurt yourself when your 
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thoughts are winging your feet with gladness. Nothing you 
are called to do will ever be hard or irksome when you're 
playing the ‘““Glad Game” in your mind. 

* 


There are many good things coming our way. Loving 
friends are lending a hand toward extending WEE WiIs- 
DOM’S field of usefulness. Mrs. Pettinger promises some 
more of her stories, or any other good thing that you may 
demand of her. ‘“‘Aunt Emma,” the originator of the 
Pillow Verses, and her Wees, offer their services. We also 
have a story from Lucy Kellerhouse when room permits. 
Our “‘Aunt Mary” will continue her “Sir Smile-Ups’’ visits 
and “‘Night-Time Songs.”” ‘““The Cattery’’ will not be for- 
gotten, though Sir Tammie lost out this time. 

* 


A splendid good friend who writes us short stories 
sometimes, says in a recent letter, “I wish every mother 
could realize the lovely, heavenly influence of WEE WiIs- 
DOM in the home. I hope to introduce it into our Sunday 
School soon and then will need many copies, and in this way 
it will get into many homes. I leave my 82d year behind 


on September 23d, and would like to celebrate in this way. 
Isn’t it lovely to have a girl 83 years young in our 
Booster and Wisdom Club? 
Mamie is the only one who has something for our 


Wonder Room. Who will find a wonder for the next? 


Little Fritz is German and his playmate, Kenneth, is 
an English boy. These little soldiers are joining forces 
against a common enemy they 
call “the-old-sand-man.” 
They are digging trenches 
with a spoon, but the old- 
sand-man is just around the 
corner out of sight. 
Fritz has a doll that he 
calls “‘Billy,”” and when it’s 
Billy’s bedtime the sand-man 
always catches Fritzie too, 
and carries them both to bye-lo land when nobody is look- 
ing. 
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OUR WONDER ROOM 


THE WONDER DROP 
WONDER why you are always round when 


you are out of the water?” asked Mamie of 
the little drop that hung to her finger. 

Mamie, playing by the spring, had 
plunged her face and hands into the cool water, 
just for fun, and laughed at the shower of 
drops she shook from them. But the one little 
drop that clung to the end of her finger set her 
wondering and wanting to know a lot of things about this 
little shining globe. 


And what do you think, the little drop answered and 
said to her: “‘I want you to get better acquainted with me. 
I have seemed to you the most common thing in your life, 
and yet, when you really come to think about me, you don’t 
even know why I am round, or how I cling to your finger. 
Well, you see, there are little shaping forces that nobody 
ever sees, which make me round like the world. Pretty 
soon the sun will send another little force down, and I will 
fly right up into the clouds. I am known by many names. 
You call me steam when I float out of your mother’s tea- 
kettle; you call me dew when I sparkle on the grass in the 
morning; you call me rain when I come dropping from the 
clouds. 

“In the rainbow you see how beautiful I am; when 
you ride in the steam car, you feel how powerful I am; 
when you sit by the running stream, you hear my song, and 
the big ocean has the voice of my strength. You feel my 
loving coolness on your hands and face when you bathe 
them, and you taste my delicious substance when you are 
thirsty and drink me. I am always busy, for nothing can 
do without my loving service. 

“You are always looking for fairies. Can you find 
one more wonderful than 1?”” Then the drop disappeared, 
but Mamie is finding out the wonders of common things. 
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A WOODLAND ROMANCE 
By Norma Evans (age 12 years) 


NCE there lived two happy young deer in a big 

forest. They had soft, brown coats, gentle, 

brown eyes, and the prettiest silky ears that a 

deer ever had. All day they romped in the 

woods like two happy children, and stretched 

out in some mossy nook at the close of day. 

They loved the cool, fragrant forest, with its 

sun-kissed hills and valleys, and its merry, 

rippling, little brooks. Life was very joyous to them, and 

energy flowed through their bodies as a cataract rushes down 
a mountain-side. 

Now, one day two men came upon the deer as they 
were lying down under a large pine. 

“Ah!” said one of the men, “‘if I could only kill one 
of them, how nice it would be. No, I will have both of 
them, and then what a feast!” 

He raised his gun to his shoulder, but the other man 
stopped him. 

““No, Jim,”” he said, “‘you must not do this. Would 
you kill those two sweet woodland creatures, who have 
never harmed you? Would you? Think what you are 
doing first. Don’t you know you are taking something that 
the Creator gave to them? Do you know that he means for 
them to live as well as you? No, Jim, don’t do it, my boy.” 

The fellow known as Jim stood silent a moment, then 
he said: ‘“‘Weren’t they made to kill, Bob? Weren’t they 
put here to supply food >” 

““No, no,”” said Bob sadly, “‘they were placed here to 
live and enjoy themselves, not to be killed. Come, Jim; let 
us go. You can shoot at wood or metal targets, but never 
at these.” 

Jim fingered his gun a minute, then he looked at the 
deer. They were gazing at him with their soft, gentle, 
brown eyes and they were not afraid of him. 

“O, Bob!” he said hoarsely. “And I was going to 
kill them as I have killed other animals!” 

Bob said nothing, and the two men walked away, 
while the deer gazed after them wonderingly with their soft, 
luminous eyes. 
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CLUB 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 


Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request ey ge to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in bv the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


ERE I am again at the Booster meeting. I 
thought that perhaps you folks would enjoy 
listening to “‘ye editor” for a few meetings, but 
she insists that I come and say a word also. 

Lots of Boosters have been ordering 
Booster pins lately. We have sent out over 
fifty since our last meeting. The symbol of 
the three wise monkeys is a good one. When 

somebody says something unkind about some one else, 
remember, the wise monkey heard no evil. When some one 
does something to offend you, remember the wise monkey 
who saw no evil. When the little imp jumps into your 
mouth and wants to say unkind things to others, remember 
the wise little monkey who spoke no evil. The monkey 
pins are sent to each Wee who sends a new subscription 
at fifty cents. They sell for 15 cents each or $1.25 a dozen. 

There are lots of Wees at the meeting this time. Per- 
haps not all of them will be able to speak for, you know, 
the meetings are not as long as they used to be. If every 

Booster will boost, we will be able to make WEE WiIsDoM 

have thirty-two pages and then more Boosters can speak 

and the meetings will be longer. 

“Ye editor” has a few words for us. 

* 


Hurrah! hurrah! Royal’s with us again today, and 
Ernest’s plea is not in vain. 


West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We got our September WEE WispoM, and are 
glad to find that Wee Curtis is going to be with us after this. We feel 
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dreadful to know that our Mr. Royal ever thought he was too big and 
old to be in our Booster Club any more, because he is the life and 
heart of it. Beside, Boosters are not supposed to get too big or old 
to be in our club. Don’t ever forget that, Mr. Royal! We'll all be 
sure to remember and speak words of Truth and prosperity every day 
for Wee Wisdom, so she can build more rooms to her house. Our 
last meeting was a picnic down in our park, and we had a fine time. 
Mrs. Turner made some awful good sandwiches for our lunch. They 
brought cookies too. We invited Robbie Hammond of Sandusky, to 
meet with us. Glen Turner asked mother to take our pictures with his 
kodak before we went down in the park. We were going to send one 
to Wee Wispom if they were good, but the clerk put the new film 
wrong side out in the kodak and so all the pictures were spoiled, and 
we are awful sorry about it. We had a nice visit with Hope Winslow 
and her mother last Saturday. They both think a lot of WEE Wispom, 
and Mr. Winslow carries it to Sunday School to teach his class, so 
Mrs. Winslow told mother. School begins Monday and we expect 
to be dreadful busy after that, but we will be sure to get our report 
out on time, just the same. Good-bye. 
I. H. S. Crus, Ernest Balizell, Sec. 
Here is a good letter from our Alaska Boosters: 
Petersburg, Alaska 

Dear Boosters—We are delighted with our new WeEE Wispom. 
Floyd Brennan will send in his renewal in just a few days. We have 
a plan for enlarging the subscription list in Petersburg. I have fixed 
several envelopes with an attractive prosperity statement on the outside, 
and will give one to each child Sunday, and have them save the money 
in them for their subscription. Hope to send in several soon, as the 
children all thought the new magazine was splendid. I am inclosing a 
little story, written by Norma Evans, a new member of our class, who 
recently came from the state of Washington. With love and best 
wishes for Wee Wispom and all the Boosters, from the Petersburg 
Sunshine Boosters, I am, Yours sincerely in Truth, 

Edna May Brennan. 
We had a lovely visit with our St. Louis secretary in 
August, and this is what she has to tell you about it: 

Dear Boosters—Our secretary has allowed me to step into the 
Wee Wispom club room and tell you about my trip to Unity. I had 
the great pleasure of spending Sunday, August 8, with the dear friends 
at Unity. As I entered the Sunday School room I was greeted by 
happy faces of happy Wees. I had a nice little visit with “ye editor,” 
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and she is as dear and sweet as we had imagined her. I attended the 
Unity Services held in the auditorium, which I very much enjoyed. 
Last, but not least, I took dinner at the Inn. It is a cozy, comfy 
place, and its eats are good and served in cafeteria style. Now, my 
dear Boosters, it is up to us to keep boosting WEE Wisdom until it is 
the very best and most wonderful little paper ever. Tell your friends 
about her, and let’s each one of us try to get a new subscriber. One, 
two, three! Ready! Everybody boost for WEE Wispom. 

With much love, Clara. 


Our Santa Rosa secretary has come in a way that we 


can see him this time, and he certainly looks the reliable 
Booster he is. Santa Rosa, Call. 


Dear Boosters—It is time for another report. 
Since my last one I have been down to the 
Exposition at San Francisco. I had a fine 
time. Our president was there too. The Universal 
Truth Center gave a social one evening and most 
all the Boosters were present. Refreshments were 
served cafeteria style. We had a good time. 
School has started. Everybody is home from va- 
cation. We feel sure that our club will grow, for 
we intend to get right down to business. I enjoyed 
my vacation very much, but was glad when school 
opened again. This is my last term in grammar 
grade. I inclose a picture of “yours truly,” taken 
on my last birthday. SANTA Rosa Booster Cius, 
Ernest Allen Ernest Allen, Sec. 


Here is a nice letter from Evelyn. We must help her 
to get her Booster Club started. I would suggest that 
mamma, little brothers and the bunnies would make a good 
club to start with, Evelyn. 


Waukeegan, Ill. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI am eight years old, and Wee Wispom 
comes to our house. I like the Booster letters so well I thought. I 
would write one, too. I hope we can get a club here. I have two 
brothers, one six years and one eight months old. We live on a farm. 
My little brother has some bunnies. One is black and white, and one 
is all black. We live near Lake Michigan, and some day we are 

going down there for a picnic. With love, Evelyn Ames. 


Kansas City, Kansas 
Dear Wees—I am so glad Wee Wispom is back again. I have 
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taken it two years and I never want to give it up. I am eight years 
young. I have been thinking of starting a Booster Club. This is my 
first letter to Wee Wispom. I like Sir Tammie’s letters. They are 
always interesting. I hope “Betty's Busy Bees” will be back soon. 
Wishing you all good luck, I am Imogene L. Ramsell. 


We wish Imogene success in her efforts at getting up 
a Booster Club. What do you think about her wishing us 
“*good luck’’? Do you believe in luck > 

Tacoma, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wispom—School opened here today, so all your Wees 

over this way must be having fine times enjoying the company of their 

old chums and teachers. We received you, little Wispom, today, and 

enjoyed your stories and letters very much. We would like to see you 

publish Pollyanna, but it is too long a story and would take too long 

a time. I hope some of the Wees are not too busy to write us. We 
would enjoy it very much. Lora and Zora Gough. 


Pollyanna seems to be a great favorite. Can you tell 
the reason why? It seems to me if our Wisdoms and 
Boosters would tell us what they are doing every day to 
make happiness and sunshine, it would read quite as well as 


Pollyanna and would interest us more. 
Bertha Paxton, Tahoe, Cal., writes: 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI have received you and you have healed 
my cough, and I| am so thankful for your kindness. I found such nice 
pieces in you, “Sleepy Time,” and “Thinking Makes It So.” We are 
going to leave here soon. I hope father will come. Bertha Paxton. 


We are glad Bertha is well, and we will know that the 
dear Father will be with them in their new home. 

Our good story-teller, Elizabeth Pettinger, writes that 
while she was on her vacation she finished the story of 
“Hannah” and mailed it, but it never reached us, and so 
we are left to wonder what happened to Hannah. Now, 
wouldn’t it be fun for all of us to turn in and write a last 
chapter of Hannah’s doings? The story of “‘Hannah’’ be- 
gan in the March number of Wispom, the last chapter 
printed appearing in the July number. 


God is good—the only good, 
The good in you and me, 


He’s here and there, and everywhere, 
In everything you see. 
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HOW MARY WAS TESTED 


UNcLE BOooKER 


OME and let’s play on the grass over there,” 
said one little girl of a group to another who 
was wheeling a carriage. “Leave the baby 
here, for she’s asleep.” 

“*T know she is,” replied the little nurse, 
whose name was Mary, “but I’m awake. I’m 
not going to do anything wrong while I have 
my eyes open.” 

““What’s wrong about that?” asked the orn girl, 
who was an entire stranger to Mary. “Is it any harm for 
girls to play?” 

“They can’t work and play at the same time,” said 
Mary, as she tucked in the covering so it would not blow in 
the baby’s face. “I promised to take good care of the 
baby, and I’m going to keep my word.”’ At that one of the 
girls laughed and walked to the other side of the park. 

Mary remained near the grass-plot until it was time 
to wheel the baby home; then she turned the carriage around 
and proceeded up the street. On arriving at the house 
where the baby’s mother lived, she was surprised to see on 
the piazza the large girl who had spoken to her. And she 
looked at Mary and smiled. Of course Mary wondered 
what she was doing there and why she seemed so happy. 
The little girl was still more puzzled when the stranger said: 

“Come in, little girl. I want to get acquainted with 
you. I am the baby’s cousin, and her mother is my aunt. 
I saw you go out with the baby, and told my aunt I thought 
you were too young to trust baby with, but she said you 
were not. So I went out to the park on purpose to see 
whether you would leave the baby alone, and play with the 
girls. : You are a faithful little nurse and I want to thank 
you. 

“You needn’t thank me,” said Mary. “‘I only did 
what was right.” 

At that moment the baby’s mother came out of the 
house and said: “I told my niece that you were a good 
nurse, Mary, and that you were perfectly reliable, as you 
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have proved yourself to be. I would like to give you this, © 
and she handed out a bill. 

“Oh, no, thank you,” said Mary, smiling. “You 
have already paid me for my work. Why should I take 
anything for being faithful? That would spoil it all.” 

‘Forgive me, Mary,” said the woman, as tears came 
to her eyes. 

“Yes, indeed it would spoil it all, if you expected to 
be paid for doing right. Good-bye.” 

“Good-bye,” said Mary. course I forgive you, 
for you did not mean to hurt my feelings.” 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


SUGGESTIONS TO SUNDAY SCHOOL 
TEACHERS 


The object of our Sabbath Schools should be to teach 
the Scriptures so as to bring out their spiritual import, for 
“These are they that testify of Me.” 

Interior to the history and narratives contained in the 
Bible, is the truth of a soul working its way up through the 
darkness and ignorance of materiality toward the light of 
its spiritual Source. The success of a teacher in presenting 
its lessons so as to interest and impress her class must de- 
pend largely upon her own understanding, and her ability 
to impart them in simple, vivid language. Though the child 
mind is unable to grasp an abstract idea, yet when presented 
in the form of a story or illustration, it is very quick to per- 
ceive the truth. There must always be action and color in 
order to excite a child’s interest; for his active imagination 
must be appealed to first. The wonderful and marvelous 
always appeal to the child, which goes to prove that his 
fresh young soul is ready to receive fresh new truths. 

The Scriptures afford abundant opportunities for the 
illuminated teacher to gratify the child’s love for the won- 
derful, and, at the same time, quicken in his mind and heart 
the glad knowledge that nothing is so wonderful as his own 
innate Spirit and no magic so potent as his thought and word. 

Blanche has only room to give the kernel of the lesson, 
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the teacher being left to lead the child up to this point, as 
already suggested. 

The memorizing of Scripture texts is a splendid ex- 
ercise for the child, and will be of lasting benefit to him. 
We suggest the 23d Psalm as a starter.—EDITOR. 


LESSON 2, OCTOBER 10 
ELIJAH TAKEN UP INTO HEAVEN—II Kings 2:1-12. 


GoLpEN TEXT—/n thy Presence is fulness of joy; 

re thy right hand there are pleasures forevermore.—Psalms 
6:11. 

The great universal love is the consuming fire which 
will cleanse our minds of all unreal thoughts. If we let it 
enfold us, it will lift us up, as the chariot did Elijah, into 
the realm of pure, true thoughts. 


LESSON 3, OCTOBER 17 
ELISHA HEALS NAAMAN-—II Kings 5:1-10, 14. 


GOLDEN TEXT—/ am Jehovah, that healeth thee.-— 
Ex. 15:26. 

Last month we had a lesson about “I Am,” the know 
within us. It is this “I Am’’ which has the power to heal. 
There is no power beside it. When we say “I am health,” 
we are letting the power within express perfect health through 
us. If we feel a lack of health, we are not allowing the 
healing power of the “I Am”’ to work in our bodies. It is 
well to know that the only healing power is the “I Am’”’ in- 
side of us. 


LESSON 4, OCTOBER 24 
ELISHA’'S HEAVENLY DEFENDER—II Kings 6:8-23. 


GoLDEN TEXT—The angel of Jehovah encampeth 
round about them that fear him, and delivereth them.— 


Psalms 24:7. 


Elisha said to his frightened servant, “Fear not.” 
Elisha was not afraid because he was following the guidance 
of the one presence and the one power. If we are listening 
to the voice within we need have no fear, no matter how 
dark things may seem. The “I Am” will lead us out, if we 
are still and know. 
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LESSON 5, OCTOBER 31 
THE BOY JOASH CROWNED KING—II Kings 11 :4-12. 


GoLpEN TEXT—The house of the wicked shall be 
— but the tent of the upright shall flourish.—Prov. 
14:11. 


The story in today’s lesson of the overthrow of the 
wrong and the coming into power of the right, is a symbol of 
what must be the condition in our own minds if we wish to 
be strong and happy. The Christ Spirit within each of us 
is the only real power, but we must crown it, that is, we must 
say, “I recognize the power of the Christ within me, and I 
follow its guidance.” Then our being is crowned and har- 
mony established. 


LESSON 6, NOVEMBER 7 
JOASH REPAIRS THE TEMPLE—II Kings 12:4-15. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—God loveth a cheerful giver.—2 
Cor. 9:7. 


These bodies of ours are the “‘temples of the living 
God.”’ -If there be a place where they seem broken down, 


we should build them up. The material required is thoughts. 
We should hold in our minds at all times, good, strong, 
pure thoughts. These are the stones which will develop our 


bodies into beautiful, harmonious temples, fit dwellings for 
the Spirit. 


CORNELIA’S HALLOWE’EN WISH 


I wish I were a Brownie with whiskers under my chin, 

Then I would go out with a laugh and a shout, a dime to 
win. 

Then I would find out if there was any pumpkin about; 

I would hollow one out and with a shout 

I would go to see if there were any more Brownies about. 

Then I would shout, ‘““Whe-he! whe-he! come round with 
me!” 

And I would have had the best Hallowe’ening out. 

—Cornelia (age 8 years). 


t 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


there really, truly, fairies?” 
asked Little-Girl-who-wonders of Moth- 
er-who knows, as she closed her picture 
book. “I read a story of little, tiny elf- 
men who were dressed in green and were 
called working fairies. They did won- 
derful things in such a short time. 
Wouldn’t it be fine if we knew the 
magic word to call them? ‘Why! just 
think—they would wash the dishes be- 
fore 1 could turn around, and comb the tangles without even 
hurting, and play with the baby. Oh! wouldn’t it be grand 
if they were true?” 

“*They are true, little girl,”’ said Mother-who-knows, 
“just as true as can be. I don’t know how they look or 
what they wear, ’though green would be a good color since 
it means growth. Certain things grow and develop where- 
ever they are. They will come whenever you want them if 
you know how to call them. They will make your work 
easy and your play more full of joy. They will make your 
eyes bright and your lips smile. Oh yes, there are really, 
truly fairies if you know where to look for them.”’ 

“Will you tell me where to look for them and how to 
call them—will you, mother >”’ 

“TI can tell you where to look and how to call, little 
girl, but there is one thing you must learn for yourself. I 
cannot tell you how to hear them answer.” 

“*But where do I go to find them? Is it a long way?” 

““You need not leave the armchair. Just close your 
eyes, for the fairies are very near, right down inside of you. 
Then you call them by names. The names all start alike, 
but have different endings. They are all of the same family, 
you know. You can whisper very softly, for they are so 
near. ‘J Am Life,’ ‘J Am Strength,’ ‘J Am Love,’ ‘] Am 
Joy.” Odd names, are they not? 

“The next thing is to be still and listen for the answer. 
They always answer, but at first you may not hear. Their 
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voices are so small and still that it takes practice to become 
accustomed to them. When once you have learned to listen 
to them, they will do more wonderful things for you than the 
books tell about. They will keep your body strong, your 
mind clear and your heart happy. They will bring al! good 
things to you and keep all shadows away. There is no limit 
to the things they can do when you have learned to use them. 
They are the most wonderful fairies in the world and some 


folks call them Good Thoughts.” 


I love to love the true, 
I love the good to do; 
I’m glad, so glad, and thankful, too, 
That only good is true. 


THE SLEEPY SUNFLOWER 


STELLA LANNERT (age 10 years) 


Once there was a large yellow sunflower. It grew in 
a garden where there was a large white house. The child 
who lived in this house, and many other children, had a little 
club. This club was called “The Booster Flower Club.” 

It was near Christmas, and there was a poor little girl 
living not far away. This little girl had no mother, and she 
was sad. The club thought about making her some clothes, 
so they met on Wednesday and made two aprons, two 
skirts, two dresses and a shirt. They did not tell her about 
rang clothes, but waited until Christmas and gave them to 

er. 

They had a little bank in which they put their money 
with which they bought cloth for dresses. For refreshments 
they had cake, candy and fruit. Sometimes they brought 
their dolls to sew for. At. night when they left they would 
see the yellow sunflower nod to them. Then it would fold 
its petals and fall asleep. 

The girls of the club were named Alice Jones, Mary 
Martin, Louise Martin, Edna Somers and Ruby Connick. 


They sewed well enough to make themselves dresses. 


The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall 
I fear?—Psalm 27:1. 
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N. Dixon HAHA 
“*Jack and Jill went up the hill 


To get a pail of water.” 
Jack must have been a loving son, 


And Jill a charming daughter. 


**Jack fell down and bumped his crown, 
Jill nearly tumbled after,” 

But Jack got up and rubbed the spot 
*Mid peals of merry laughter. 


*Tis better far to laugh than cry, 
Whatever the disaster, 


And then the pain may prove a gain, 
With mirth the soothing plaster. 


THE NEW JACK AND JILL 


Dear Reader: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 
I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in . 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do ‘not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 
Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


OUR MAGIC PILLOWS 


A thought of 


leep, 
When you 8° we 
All through the night 
watch will keep. \ 


| MORNING 
A thought of Joy 
| As you Start the day, 
| Will help you along, 
Through, Work and 
Play. 
| 
| ~ 
/ “Coy, 
4q So, Ny ! Ly, 
wa 
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